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Shall find naught in the heavens of air
That they may name beside
The rhythmic joyance she doth wear
Whether she go or bide,
The wood-pool lustres of her hair,
Or her lip's wistful pride.
Oath-graven and heart-historied
Shall be our marriage ring,
Though oath of dead to sheeted dead
Be a louder spoken thing;
My sign shall be upon her head
While stars do meet and sing.
Not such a sign as women wear Who bow beneath the shame Of marriage insolence, and bear A house-wife's faded name; Nor such as passion eateth bare With its carcanet of flame;
Nor such a sign as happy friend Sets on his friend's dear brow, When meadow pipings break and blend To a key of subtle woe, And the orchard says play-time's at end, Best unclasp hands and go. 59f I could have got it said would have had a certain large interpretive value. Let me know your opinion, at as great length as your nerves and your nurse will permit.
